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PREFACE 


SoME of these verses were written as early as 1931. Some were 
written only the other day. We have not altered any of them. 
Those which are now out of date, reflect the transition of the post 
war army of 1919 to the pre-war army of 1939. 

Some of the characteristics of both will be recognised in the 
army of today. 

Some, thank God, will never die. 

No specific reference is intended to any living person, except 
where the contrary holds good ! 

We bear no malice, and we hope that the reader will agree that 
we, in the army, have frequent cause to laugh at ourselves. 

That we are able to do so, and gain thereby, is a national 
heritage, and one which our enemies invariably misunderstand. 

If you buy our book the War Funds will benefit, but we hope 
that, in addition, you will feel you've had your money’s worth. 

If we have succeeded in making you laugh, and thereby forget 
for a while your load of care, the book has done its job twice over ! 

We should like to place on record our thanks to Messrs. Thackers 
both for the help they have given us and for their generous contri- 
bution to War Funds in foregoing their profits. 

A word for the Wart whom we have lampooned. He, in our 
_opinion, together with the Lance Corporal, is the backbone of the 
army. More power to him ! 

Finally, if the cap fits, wear it by all means, but don’t be 
surprised if you figure in our next book ! 

There’s still a lot left to laugh at ! 


P. j. P. 
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FOREWORD 


Tus little book can both raise a smile and 
stimulate a thought. Whether the Rhyme 
dims the [lustration or the Illustrator out- 
shines the Rhymster is for the reader to 
decide. 

Both are of the best. 

The profits will be spent in aiding our 
countrymen and countrywomen in need 
through misfortunes of the war. 

I commend it to your sense of humour 
and to your generosity. 


H Q. Southern Army NOEL BERESFORD-PEIRSE, 
ane (Lt.-Gen.) 


DrommBeER, 1943 


THE WART 


LITTLE timid, wide eyed Wart, 
Straight out of the egg, 
Subalterns, of every sort, 
Try to pull your leg. 
Adjutants all soundly trounce you 
And, in future, maybe 
Somebody will try to bounce you, 
Passing you his baby ! 
Do not worry, gentle Wart, 
Nobody is out to harm ’e 
If you are a decent sort 
You're the backbone of the Army. 
So remember, if you can, 
Though, as yet you're young and cute, you're 
The father of the man 
Who will be the boss in future ! 


P. J. 





THE R. S&S. M. 


THE R. S. M. is large and strong 
And his moustache is very long, 

And if you look I think you'll find 
That you can see it from behind. 

Be careful that you don’t enrage a 
Regimental Sergeant Major 

Or he’ll go up in smoke and flames 


And call you very nasty names ! 





THE QUARTERMASTER 


You'D never say the Quartermonger 
Was likely to expire of hunger, 
Or die of thirst, for truth to tell, 
He does himself extremely well ! 
Like some great statue on a plinth. 
Within a sort of Labyrinth 
He sits astride his Windsor chair, 
The lordly monarch of his lair ; 
While menials of various sorts 
Buzz round with indents and reports. 
He never calls a spade a spade, 
But by the parts from which it’s made ; 
And, take my word, they’re simply scores. 
(The Priced Vocabulary of Stores 
Gives ‘‘ Handles, Shovels, G. S., one,”’ 
And on another page, for fun, 
Gives ‘‘Shovels, heads for, Iron, Small’’ —- 
A funny joke, but apt to pail !) 
He keeps a secret “‘buckshee”’ store, 
From which you could equip a Corps ; 
And miserlike, at dead of night, 
With just a glimmer of a light, 
He tiptoes to some special hole 
In which he weighs his surplus coal. 


MORAL 


TAKE heed, you Warts, to all he says, 
This Monument of Means and Ways, 
You can’t outwit a Quartermaster 
To try it is to court disaster. 


P. J. 
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THE SENIOR SUBALTERN 


THE Senior Subaltern is one 
Who curbs the Wart’s idea of fun. 
He sits and scans the Army List, 
Reviewing chances he has missed 


Of putting up his extra stars. 
“Young Snodgrass in the Fifth Hussars 
Was at the R. M. C. with me, Swen wey 


Promoted Captain, so I see ! PRN = & LOOK 
And Pecksniff in the Ninety First...” 
But here he feels the pangs of thirst. 


He drops the book to press the bell, 

It doesn’t work, he murmurs “HELL !” 
rele THEM And writes, with inky pen (and look), 
HEAD A screed in the suggestion book. 

“Impossible to get a drink... !” 
wae (The Wart in charge gets rather pink) 

He gets promoted. In a trice 

He then becomes extremely nice ! 
| He doesn’t stamp on Warts, instead 
He almost pats them on the head. 
\ 3 But, lest the Warts should go the pace, 
a The Subalterns move up a place. 


The unpromoted one below 
Na WO Can thus preserve the Status Quo |! 
| P, J. 








ARMY LIST 


A. D. Cs. 


THE Colonel’s niece is much impressed 
With A. D. Cs., divinely dressed. 
She always feels when they are near, 
A sort of thrill akin to fear : 
Their studied pose so often wrecks 
The morals of the Unfair Sex ! 
The ladies fall for them in scores, 
They ave so good at opening doors, 
So nicely versed in social chat, 
And lots of little things like that ! 
These paragons of manly grace, 
Who owe their fortune to their face, 
Are very careful what they wear, 
And how they brush their golden hair, 
And in their moments of repose, 
They cultivate moustachios. 
But, take a word of warning, Warts, 
In case these lines inspire your thoughts, 
To do the job of A. D. C. 
You need a Jot of L. S. D.! 
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| MAJORS 


TAKE a tip from me, you Warts ; 
If the Major’s out of sorts, 
Do not speak at breakfast time, 
Ask for things in pantomime ! 
Don’t appear unduly cheerful 
Or you'll surely get an earfull 
Of explosions, pizzicato, 
(Mixed with egg and fried tomato !) 


Push towards the Major, toast, 
Paper rack, and Morning Post, 
Safe behind the palisade 
Place the pot of Marmalade : 
Then, as silent as the tomb, 
Walk on tiptoe from the room ! 
You will have a crowned shoulder, 
Like the Major, when you're older, 
Until then, accept my warning, 
Don’T BE HEARTY IN THE MORNING 


P. J. 
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COLONELS 


THE chaps who always make me laugh, 
Although I know it’s rude to chaff, 
Are fat old Colonels on the Staff ! 


Their figures are so far from neat, 
Their boots so very full of feet, 

Their tempers, sometimes are as sweet 
As HELL ! 


Their voices like a rasping file 
Their livers hobnailed, filled with bile, 
Their conversation infantile ! 


A solemn thought that even I, . 
May be as they are, bye and bye, 

With ruby nose and bulging eye 
As well! 
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GENERALS 


SOME Generals are awful sports, 
And love to sit and talk to Warts, 
Just trying to improve their thoughts, 
(Assuming Warts have thoughts of sorts !) 
These doughty warriors love to bore, 
Young boys with tales of SWEATYPORE, 
And what they did in ’94 
During The Second Afghan War. 
_They sing them sagas, like the Bards, 
Of Mashers, Toffs, and Hair Pomades, 
Of Waltzes, Polkas, and Charades, 
And Music Halls with promenades. 
They say ‘‘The Army’s going mad !—— 
This open order drill! By Gad!” 
And “‘T remember when your Dad 
And I were shootin’ Crocodiles ! 
By Gad ! My boy—we walked for miles 
And swam the length of both the NIzEs !” 
You may be bored, but save your smiles, 
You Warts! For if you pause to think, 
You too may live to reach the brink 
Of second childhood’s harmless kink ; 
Unless, of course, you die of drink ! 
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DEGREES OF DEFERENCE 


THE Colonel, after morning Gin, 
Is human, underneath the skin. 
So laugh at all his little jokes, 
AND KEEP THE CIGARETTES HE SMOKES 


The Colonel’s ‘Mem’ is sterner stuff, 
You cannot be polite enough 
ALWAYS SAY HER GARDEN’S TOPPING 
And take her (in your car) out shopping ! 


The Colonel’s son, just home from school, 
You just ignore him as a rule ; 

And, take my word, you didn’t ought ter 
Captivate the Colonel’s daughter ! 

(Unless, of course, she’s rich and pretty ! 
They seldom are, which seems a pity !) 


P. f. 
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THE POODLEFAKER 


Do not heed him, Gentle Maiden, 
He is out to do you dirt ! 

Though his words are honey-laden, 
In his thoughts you're just a “‘skirt.’ 
(And indeed I must confess, 
Sometimes you are even less !) 


3 


If his morals, like his manners, 
Were indeed above reproach ; 
Mothers, Aunts, and busy planners, 
Would not hinder his approach. 
(For, if he came up to scratch, 

It would be a pretty match !) 


Think of living on his pay 

In the Plains, because the Hills, 
On a Wart’s ten bob a day, 
Mean an increase in the bills ! 
(Pop is going down the drain— 
Mustn’t touch poor Pop again !) 


Honeyed words and Cocktail Dances 
Do not earn much daily bread. 
Disregard his tender glances ! 

Pretty Maiden keep your head ! 
(Steel yourself to say “‘ AMAVI”’ 

Or you'll learn to cry “‘PEccavi”’ !) 


P. J. 
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TEA TABLE TALK 


SHE sits. 

Smugly she enlarges on his graces ; 

Pulling, the while, refeened (soi disant) faces. 
Her little moue, her arch regard, 

Remind me painfully of boiling lard— 

(Its convulsions 

Fill me with similar repulsions !) 

On lisping “‘S”’ and mincing “‘M”’ 

She lingers. 

Poised in her squat and ring bedizened fingers, 
Her cup with strawey sickliness is brimming— 
“No milk or sugar, Dear! I’m slimming !”’ 
(May some Great God forgive your witless titter ! 
I won’t—but then, perhaps I’m bitter, 

Or unafraid !) 

‘But was your husband, Mrs. Blank, at ETON ? 
I always thought he...” 

Again that prismy voice,-a trifle haughty. 

“Well not exactly, Dear, perhaps one’s naughty— 
But John is so-o well you know 
One almost feels he was ! 

Isn’t that odd ?”’ 

(Oh! God !) 
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THE YAHOO 


THE ENGLISH of a certain class 
Adore the sound of breaking glass. 
And when they dine they laugh and shout 
And throw the nuts and bread about. 
These youth worshippers of BACCHUS, 
With wild cacophony attack us, 
Their dithyrhambs offend our ears, 
As do their atavistic jeers ! 
When a Wart of twenty-one 
Throws a party, has his fun, 
He may justly celebrate 
His attaining mans estate. 
He should bear in mind, though drunk he 
Is a man and Not a monkey ! 
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ON THE MAT 


‘“MoTHER, Mother, what is that ?” 
“That’s a Wart upon the Mat!” 


“What docs that mean, Mother dear ?”’ 
“Listen, child, and you shall hear.”’ 


When the Adjutant presents, 
To a Wart, his compliments, 


It’s a pretty sure precursor 

Of a Raspberry, or worscr ! 
‘Mother, what’s a Wart to do, 

When he’s matted ? Tell me true !” 


“Listen, infant of my boosalum, 
And you may in time bamboozle ’em.”’ 


Do not shuffle, do not cry. 
Look the tyrant in the eye. 


If, the truth you're bound to tell, 
Tell the truth but tell it well ! 


If you know the truth wont go, 
And he wouldn't like it if he knew ; 


Well tell—tell a... well... 
Tell the next best thing ! 


But be very very careful, do ! 


“A RASPBERRY , 
OR WORSER 





P. T. 


P. T. MEN of india rubber, 
Whether they be made or born, 

Must, with very icey tub or 
Shower, salute the chilly dawn. 


Long before they blow reveille 
See them on the dewey sods, 
As they writhe upon their belly, 
Doing poojah to their gods. 


Gladly they submit their muscles 
To the most colossal strains, 
Making all the red corpuscles, 
Go careering round their v¢ins. 


If it gives them any pleasure, 
Let them stand upon their heads 
Any morning I have leisure, 
I intend to stay in bed ! 
oF 
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T. E. W. T. 8. 


WHENEVER, in the driving rain, 

I stand on SARUM’s arid plain, 
I really think I’d like to shoot 

The man who first produced the T.E.W.T. ! 
(An exercise, devoid of troops. 

In Tactics, done by little groups 
Of people, more or less in doubt, 

Of what it’s really all about !) 
The Colonel says that black is white, 

And quotes the book to show he’s right, 
The Major hums, the Captain haws, 

The Wart regards them all as bores ! 
So, while his seniors air their views 

About the strategy they'd use, 

And talk of Tanks, and Arcs of Fire, 

And where their Brens and things would sweep, 

He very quietly goes to sleep ! 


P. J. 
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HIS SENIORS 
AIR THEIR VIEWS 


THE JOCKS 


THE Highlander is somehow built, 
On lines which best display a kilt, 
They bulge where Englishmen would wilt 
Ca’ canny when the breezes blows, 
For every Scottish lassie knows 
There’s Scots wha hae nae underclo’es 
They’re a’ sae braw ! 


Ye dinna ken, ye canna wheen 

The muckle hairy sichts I’ve seen 
When breezes blew in Aberdeen ! 

The kilts flew oop and roond aboot, 
And finally turrned inside oot, 

But did the lassies gi’ a hoot ? 
Och! Mon! Awa’! 


\ 
OCH 
Awa ! 








\ 
“THEY 
BULGE 
WHERE 
ENGLISHMEN 
WOULD WILT / 


TAILORS 


A Mititary Tailor makes 
A lot of cash and few mistakes ; 


For, though his bill is always long, 
It very seldom adds up wrong. 


When I reflect on what I owe 
To Messrs. Blank of Savilec Row, 


I realise, and so does he, 
How dear my tailor is to me ! 


His kind enquiries for my health 
Atone for any loss of wealth. 


With loving hands the tape is placed, 
Encircling what was once my waist. 


He never says ‘‘ You're getting fat, 
He’es much too well brought up for that 


But murmurs with persuasive lips 
“A little fuller round the hips !” 
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THE BAND 


I’ve often thought it must be grand 
To be a member of the Band, 
And never have to do a thing, 
But blow on instruments and sing ! 
The Bandmaster, himself, intrigues 
To have the Band excuscd fatigues. 
The very name of Quarter Guard 
Infuriates that worthy Bard ! 
But, strange to say, and as a rule, 
He always lets them go to school ! 


A thing I never understand 
About a military band, 

Is why the instruments they play 
Are sized in such a funny way ; 

For Bandsman A, all skin and bone, 
Blows on a massive sousaphone, 

While Bandsman B, a hulking brute, 
Plays twiddly bits upon a flute ! 

The Bandmaster, from KNELLER HALL, 
Conducts, and doesn’t play at all! 


P. J. 
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THE GADGET 


THEY gave it to the Infantry 
And sent them out to fight 


A lot of static battles | 
In the middle of the night. 


And when the war was over 
All the Staff began to sing 


And write reports in triplicate 
About the beastly thing. 


P. J. 





THE CAVALRY 
Tue Cavalry are much admired, 
They’re so expensively attired, 


The boots they wear upon their feet, 
At Maxwell's Shop, in Dover Street, 


Cost more than I would like to say, 
(Far more than I could hope to pay !) 


Oh Warts ! You realise, of course, 
That noble animal, the Horse, 


No longer prances in the ranks, 
For now the Cavalry have Tanks, 


And Jeeps, and Armoured Cars and things. 
But old tradition fondly clings ; 


Although they very seldom ride 
Don’t think the Cavalry have died ! 


For still the boot and shining spur, 
Are absolutely ‘de rigeur” 


Although the owner goes to war 
Driving a Baby Austin car ! 
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ATTIRED ! 


THE SAPPER 


I’m afraid it would appear 
That the Royal Engineer 
Is, in truth, a trifle queer ! 


No one can make money faster 
Than a Sapper Barrackmaster, 


Stop him, and you court disaster ! 


For your bungalow, I guess, 
Will, in tears of rain, express 
Vengeance of the M. E. S. 


Carpenter of sorts, and Mapper ; 
Smooth seducer of the flapper, 
That, in brief, sums up the Sapper. 
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THE GUNNERS 


THE Gunners are Ubiquitous, | 
Their morals are iniquitous | 
They’re always up to escapades, 
When not discharging carronades. 
Though some are Mountain, some are Horse, 
And some are Heavy, all are coarse ! 
In limbers filled with pigeon holes 
They carry Shrapnel shells in shoals, 
(Though out on training, so I hear, 
They do not carry shells, but Beer !) 
They simply love to gallop past 
The Infantry, who murmur “Blast, 
These something something Gunners ! Must 
They always cover us with dust ?”’ 
The Infanteer walks miles and miles. 
The Gunner rides, or drives, and smiles ! 


P. J. 
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SIGNALLERS 


THE Signallers appear to speak, 
A language that is quite unique ; 
It’s full of Acks, and Pips, and -Tocs, 
And funny things you write in BLocks. 
They also talk of Ooms and ApMs 
(Which somehow work electric lamps !) 
They love to hear the Colonel shout, 
And stamp, and wave his arms about, 
And so they very seldom miss 
A chance to say ‘‘The line’s gone Dis” 
(A term which means, I understand, 
‘The telephone is out of hand !’’) 
Warts ! Should the need become revealed, 
To send a message in the field, 
The Signallers take far too long, 
(And then they're apt to get it wrong !) 
So use a runner if you like, 
Or send a man upon a bike, 
Or else, a quicker way than most, 
Send it by ordinary post ! 


P 





THE INFANTRY 


THE chaps who fought at WATERLOO 
Were much the same as me or you 
In size. The only thing they lacked 
Was brain. They were, in point of fact, 
The Infantry. 


Their grandsons in the Zulu war 
Had added little to their store 
Of brain. There wasn’t any need 

To learn to write, or even read, 
In Infantry. 


The older generation missed 
The advent of the Specialist. 
(Though heartily J curse it) [ll 
Affirm there’s naught as versatile 
As Infantry. 


They’re made to march and shoot, ofcours 
Repair a car and groom a horse, 

Ride motor bikes up any hill, 
In fact they seem to want to kill 

The Infantry. 


And, lest they have an idle day 

The Staff arrange, and make them »1a\ 
Interminable Football Leagues 

And find all Garrison fatigues 
From Infantry. 
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TANKS 


WHEN I hear an awful clank or 
Racketing, I know a Tank Corps 
Company is on the move, 
And If pity fellows who've 
Got to travel cooped like rats 
Wearing such peculiar hats ! 
(I'd prefer to ride a bike, 
Or, alternatively, hike !) 
Tank Corps chaps don’t seem to mind, 
For they say that we will find 
Out the fact that very shortly, 
Though he may be old and portly, 
Ev’ry man will have a “‘baby”’ 
(Yessir ! and they don’t mean may be !) 
No more marching round like cattle 
We will rattle out to battle. 
Navies on the land will fight 
(I'll be sunk if they are right !) 








WEARING SUCH 


PACULIAR HATS yr? 


THE A. E. GC. 


AT the battle of KAMBULA, 
KASSASSIN, and ABU KLEA, 
Soldiers had a good deal duller 
Intellect than you and me. 
For they didn’t seem to issue 
To the soldier of that day 
Psycho-Protoplasmic tissue, 
Or, as learned Doctors say, 
An efficient cerebellum. 
This was not surprising ’cos 
No one knew enough to tell ’em 
Just how ignorant they was ! 
Happy days, when Powers That Be, 
Hadn’t formed the A. E. C. ! 
Let us mourn those days so palmy. 
Now, by order of WHITEHALL, 
People educate the Army, 
Making pundits of us all. 

Now each regiment’s a college 
Where they issue to the troops - 
Wisdom from the tree of knowledge ; 

Tolerating nincompoops, 
With increasing lack of favour. 
Such is their unholy thirst, 
That they very nearly rave 
About a man who gets his “first ”’ 
(That’s a sort of high Degree 
Given by the A. E. C. !) 


P. J. 
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DOCTORS 


Tue R. A. M. C. are so happy and free, 

They are armed with a sword and a lancet. 
They remark, with a laugh, 

As they chop chaps in half, 
“We may not be right but we'll chance it !”’ 


Now it’s really quite queer, 

Though the poor Infanteer 
Is a killer by trade, do you doubt it ? 

The R. A. M. C, do the same thing you see ? 
Though they don’t go the same way about it ! 


90, hats off with me, 
To the R. A. M. C. ! 

They are devilish doctors, and such is - 
Their medical skill, 

That the best thing, when ill, 
Is to die and get out of their clutches! 


P. J. 
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A 
DEVILISH 
DOCTORS 


DENTISTS 


MARTIAL pomp and circumstances, 
All the panoply of war, 

Pales beneath the gleaming lances 
Of the Army Dental Corps! 


Guards in scarlet can engender, 
In each heart, a martial thrill, 

But they are outmatched in splendour 
When the Dentists start to drill! 


Think of it, my plucky fellow ! 
Search the world from Nortu to SouTu, 
Who but they would dare to tell a 
General to shut his mouth | 


PL J 
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ENVOI 


Tur day is done, the sands have run, 
The Wart has lived and had his fun. 
He’s loved and lost, perhaps—or won. 
(The latter’s worse, all said and done !) 
And now, impervious to the snubs, 
Of fellow members of his clubs, 
He talks Dyspepsia and Gout, 
Until, unmourned, he passes out ! 
P. 
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“THE WART 
HAS LIVED 
& HAD HIS FUN 
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